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itself over a pair of broken lock-gates into a
deserted lock, where the stonecrop grows among
the masonry, and the alders root themselves
among the mouldering brickwork, the mood
came upon me, and I felt like a thirsty soul
that has found a bubbling spring coming out
cool from its hidden caverns on the hot hill-
side. The sight, the sound, fed and satisfied
my spirit; and yet I had not known that I
had needed anything.
That it is, I will not say, a wholly capricious
thing, but a thing that depends upon a certain
harmony of mood, is best proved by the fact
that the same poem or piece of music which
can at one time evoke the sensation most in-
tensely, will at another time fail to convey the
slightest hint of charm, so that one can even
wonder in a dreary way what it could be that
one had ever admired and loved. But it is
this very evanescent quality which gives me a
certain sense of security. If one reads the lives
of people with strong aesthetic perceptions, such
as Rossetti, Pater, J. A. Symonds, one feels that
these natures ran a certain risk of being ab-
sorbed in delicate perception. One feels that
a sensation of beauty was to them so rapturous